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Featured Poem: Le Bestiarie par Guillaume Apollinaire 


La Chenille 


Le travail mène à la richesse. 
Pauvres poètes, travaillons! 
La chenille en peinant sans cesse 


Devient le riche papillon. 


Work leads to wealth. 
Poor poets, let's work! 
The caterpillar toiling incessantly 


Become the rich butterfly. 
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Poetic Voice Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is pleased to publish this seventh volume of 


Poetic Voice Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring poets. 


Thanks are due to Aki in Tokyo, Isabella in Montreal, Rose in Paris and 
William in New York for their submissions. Special mention is the 
anonymous submission of a modern version of the school yard ditty Beans ... 


Beans ... the Magical Fruit ... 


The picture on the front cover goes with the poem written by General A. P. 


Wavell, Sonnet for the Madonna of the Cherries. 


Poetic Voice Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. Please 


feel free to submit your poetry to 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 
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Poetic Commentary 
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Commentary on Sonnet for the Madonna of the Cherries 


Sonnet for the Madonna of the Cherries by A. P. Wavell 


Dear Lady of the Cherries, cool, serene, 
Untroubled by our follies, strife and fears, 
Clad in soft reds and blues and mantle green, 


Your memory has been with me all these years. 


Long years of battle, bitterness and waste, 
Dry years of sun and dust and Eastern skies, 
Hard years of ceaseless struggle, endless haste, 


Fighting ’gainst greed for power and hate and lies. 


Your red-gold hair, your slowly smiling face 
For pride in your dear son, your King of Kings, 
Fruits of the kindly earth, and truth and grace, 


Colour and light, and all warm lovely things — 


For all that loveliness, that warmth, that light, 
Blessed Madonna, I go back to fight. 


This poem was written by General A. P. Wavell in Northwick Park, in April 
29th, 1943. 


In his own words, 
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“At the end of my garden of other men’s flowers, outside the gate, I have put 
this little wayside dandelion of my own. It has no business here, even outside 
the garden, but the owner of the lady for whom it was written is anxious for it 
to be included. She is a beautiful lady, designed though not actually painted 


by Leonardo da Vinci, and I have loved her ever since I saw her. 


The sonnet was written when I visited her last April after nearly four years of 


War. 


I was not allowed, after all, to go back and fight as a soldier against the powers 
of darkness, as I had hoped and intended. But the Lady of the Cherries smiles 
not for soldier or for Viceroy, only for her small son playing with the bunch 


of cherries. 


A blessing to you, my Lady, and to all beautiful things that help us to forget 


the dreariness of war.” 


{Editor's Note: In 1943 General A. P. Wavell was relieved of his command 
of the British Army in North Africa by British Prime Minister Winston 


Churchill and replaced with General Bernard Montgomery. } 
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The Virgin and Child: "The Madonna of the Cherries' 


Done in the Workshop of Joos van Cleve 


Sotheby’s Catalogue note about painting: 
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Originally designed by Leonardo da Vinci in the first decade of the 16th 
century and adapted by one of his best students, Giampietrino, "The Madonna 
of the Cherries' was popularised and proliferated north of the Alps by Joos 


van Cleve and his workshop in Antwerp in circa 1525-30. 


Of the numerous depictions of the Madonna of the Cherries from the 16th 
century, ten are known to be by Joos van Cleve and his studio.1 Although 
Friedlander, Ludwig von Baldass and John Oliver Hand did not consider any 
of these extant versions to be completely by the master’s hand, Peter van den 
Brink and Micha Leeflang identify the paintings in Aachen (Suermondt- 
Ludwig-Museum) and in the Hester Diamond Collection, New York, as 
autograph.The present composition differs from these in that the Christ Child 
is reaching for the transparent veil with his right hand (instead of holding 


cherries in both hands) and in some details of the landscape and architecture. 


We are grateful to Dr Micha Leeflang for endorsing the present panel as a 


high-quality product of Joos van Cleve's workshop. 


The infrared photography shows evidence of a tracing cartoon, which 


is common for this composition. 


Ref: https://www.sothebys.com/en/buy/auction/202 1/old-masters-day- 


sale/the-virgin-and-child-the-madonna-of-the-cherries 
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Commentary on the Poem Uphill by Christina Rossetti 


Does the road wind uphill all the way? 
Yes, to the very end. 
Will the day’s journey take the whole long day? 


From morn to night, my friend. 


But is there for the night a resting-place? 
A roof for when the slow, dark hours begin. 
May not the darkness hide it from my face? 


You cannot miss that inn. 


Shall I meet other wayfarers at night? 
Those who have gone before. 
Then must I knock, or call when just in sight? 


They will not keep you waiting at that door. 


Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak? 
Of labour you shall find the sum. 
Will there be beds for me and all who seek? 


Yea, beds for all who come. 


This poem is an allegory about life for, for many, the road seems to wind 


forever uphill. Such a life is a toil. And at the end, there is the long sleep. 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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New Poems 
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Two New Poems by Aki Kurosawa 


Are You Lonely Too ... 


It is hard to be lonely 
But it is easy to be alone. 
I am alone when I sit 
At my desk at work — 


a face in a crowded place. 


I am alone sitting on a train 

Going to and from work 

Whrn I get home from work at the end 
Of my day I am lonely — 

with no one to greet me, 


no one to ask ... 


How was your day my love? 


I am lonely when I fix my dinner 
And start to think — *what about 
Tomorrow?” Will it be another day 


like today, or will it be different? 


Sleep fills my life with the 


Imagined, and I step among 
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My dreams, who keep me company — 
well I guess not being lonely 
is just a state of mind 


even when I am alone. 


Maybe I will dream of you? 
Are you lonely too ... 


Someone I can Spend Time With 


I sometimes play a game 
And watch the eyes of the boy 


I am with ... 


I place my hand over my heart 
in the V of my blouse 


and smile ... 


Sometimes they look down 
and smirk like a hungry tiger. 


I then frown ... 


And look at my watch and say 
‘it’s time for me to go’ ... I don't want 


a hungry tiger 
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If his eyes stay on mine, I stay 
awhile and let my hand drop 


into my lap ... 


Then I fuss with my dress a bit and 
watch his eyes. If he looks down, it’s 


time to go. 


If his eyes are still on mine 
I reach out with my hand 


and touches his 


I know he is someone 
I can spend time with 


and be happy ... 
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The Sex Life of a Queen Bee by Rose Lang 


Were life for me ... 

like that of a Queen Bee 

at the centre of a hive 

surrounded by consorts who live 
to please me, and nothing more ... 
and male concubines, bored 

most times except when I let 
them come close 

and let loose. 

In a frenzy of 


Sex ... Sex ... SEX .. 


My consorts I have 

long ago made sterile, 

yet they do try 

in the own frenzy 

to let loose, 

but nothing comes from them 
but the buzz, buzz, buzz 


of xes ... Xes ... Xes ... 


My concubines I tease 
because I want them to please 


me. All I want from them 
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is they dance with me when 


I am ready to mate, that they rasp 


and ravage me, so we can make 


billions of baby bees ... 


Were life for me ... 


like that of a Queen Bee 


My life would be so 


much simpler ... 


I could let my consorts 
X68 ... XES ... NES L5 
as much as they please 


and not worry. 


Then set out in search 
of a male concubine 
when I am ready to 
make a baby bee ... 

a baby me. 
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When That Day Comes ... Beware! by William Webster 


Real men don’t cry 
They just try to get by 
Through things ... but I 
Unfortunately let 


People upset me .. 
Almost always. 
It is hard for me to see 


A way out of this play. 


Perhaps I am not 

A real man but a boy 
Perhaps I am caught 
And I am just a toy. 


To be played with. 
It’s because I care 
About the truth 


And cannot bare 


Looking the other way 
When something bad goes on 
Perhaps there will be a day 


When my conscience will be gone 
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And nothing will bother me 
Anymore — I will not care 
And look the other way. 


When that day comes ... beware! 
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Beans ... Beans ... by anonymous 


Beans, beans, the magical* fruit 
The more you eat, the more you toot 
The more you toot, the better you feel. 


So let's have beans with every meal. 


The beans beans came from a magical bag 
Were put in a pot and stewed 
Then served to us by a sorcerous hag 


Blah ...It tasted like dog food. 


We fell asleep and dreamed of beans 
Beans here and there and everywhere 
To feed us nothing but beans was mean 


But blah the ol’ hag didn’t care. 


To put in her gruel of beans, beans, beans, 
She eyed us both quite hungrily ... 
Wanting to stew us as savory protein 


She sharpened her knives perfunctorily 


But beans, beans the magical fruit 
The beans they made us toot 
this woke us up just in time 


To prevent her from her cannibal crime. 
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As the beans, beans, beans took their course 
We ran as fast as we could 
With the hag chasing us with all her force 


but chocking as the beans made good ... 


* The first verse is a schoolyard rhyme. In this verse some versions use 


musical instead of magical 


The other verses were composed by the poet for this edition of Poetic Voice. 


Imagine Hansel and Gretel .... 


Poetic Voice Volume 7 Spring 2022 Page 23 


Four Poems by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Take the High Road — Few Souls Will Follow You There 


I know not how to start the tale 
nor how to end it. Perhaps it will 
end itself in time. It leaves me pale 
to think of it. It leaves me ill 

at heart. Take the high road — 
few souls will follow you there, 
Take the low and your mood 

will be crowded out. Care 

that you do not trip up 

for the vultures will start 

to circle, they'll gather to sup, 
hoping to tear you apart. 

They'll throw you over 

the first chance they get 

and leave your bones 


to blanche in the sun 


You Remind Me of Victor Hugo 


I have a friend 
who is a sculptor. 


He struggles just like me 
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He studies me and says 

you remind me of Victor Hugo. 
sit — let me do your bust, 

but leave your hat on! 

I want to sculpt something different. 
A bust with a hat on is novel.! 
No, Victor Hugo never wore hats. 
Like him you like to write stories. 
Maybe one day he will be 
famous, my artist friend 

and his art will make 

me famous too. Or maybe 

we'll both just go bust! 

Two artists who struggled 


And now are forgotten. 


Something Pink and Flower Like 


I try to imagine 

how she might look. 

How her petals might 

curl like something 

pink and flower like. 

How she is plentiful 

and would put Andromeda 


to shame. The summer 
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is young — the sun 

it has begun to shine. 
The days are bright 
They might get hotter 
still. The dew might 
flow and fill the air 
with that indescribable 
perfume that draws 

us to savour the softness 
of something that is 
pink and flower like 
Oh how the tulips 


Blossom. 


Is it the Dark Abyss of Death You Fear? 


While the dawn cometh before us, we face 

the dusk differently, knowing much more 

then when our task was ‘take a first breath!” Graced 
by an unknowing and terrifying journey, before 

we understood ourselves and the world — now 

things are much different. We have grown old ... 
time had passed in its mortal toll. How 

much we regret, those tasks left undone, told we — 
leave it until tomorrow. Well, it has come — 


the morrow, and the sorrow, time cannot be overturned. 


Poetic Voice Volume 7 Spring 2022 Page 26 


Let the clocks run down, look nought in a mirror! 
That inevitable, unhappy friend cannot be spurned, 
And is it the dark abyss of death you fear, 


or is it growing old and frail, my dear? 
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Something Biblical by Isabella Montsouris 


When I saw this picture 


I remembered my polaroid 


with my two best friends ... 


But we had more courage ... 
We were not holding bags in our hands ... 


Nor had hair over our boobs ... 


Poetic Voice Volume 7 Spring 2022 Page 28 


For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics. Physcs and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Modern Day Poems 
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London Under Bombardment by Greta Briggs (1940) 


I, who am known as London, have faced stern times before, 
Having fought and ruled and traded for a thousand years and more; 
I knew the Roman legions and the harsh-voiced Danish hordes; 

I heard the Saxon revels, saw blood on the Norman swords. 

But, though I am scarred by battle, my grim defenders vow 

Never was I so stately nor so well-beloved as now. 

The lights that burn and glitter in the exile’s lonely dream, 

The lights of Piccadilly, and those that used to gleam 

Down Regent-street and Kingsway may now no longer shine, 

But other lights keep burning, and their splendour, too, is mine, 
Seen in the work-worn faces and glimpsed in the steadfast eyes 
When little homes lie broken and death descends from the skies. 
The bombs have shattered my churches, have tom my streets apart, 
But they have not bent my spirit and they shall not break my heart. 
For my people’s faith and courage are lights of London town 


Which still would shine in legends though my last broad bridge were down. 
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In Praise of Young Girls by Raymond Asquith 


Attend, my Muse, and, if you can, approve 
While I proclaim the ‘speeding up’ of Love, 
For Love and Commerce hold a common creed, 
For scale of business varies with the speed; 
For Queen of Beauty and for Sausage King 
The customer is always on the wing — 

Then praise the nymph who regularly earns 
Small profits (if you please) but quick returns: 
Our modish Venus is a bustling minx, 

But who can spare the time to woo a Sphinx? 
When Mona Lisa posed with rustic guile, 

The stale enigma of her simple smile, 

Her leisured lovers raised a pious cheer, 
While the slow mischief crept from ear to ear. 
Poor listless Lombard, you would ne’er engage 
The busier beaux of our mercurial age, 

Whose lively mettle can as easy brook 

An epic poem as a lingering look — 

Our modern maiden smears the twig with lime 
For twice as many hearts in half the time: 
Long e’er the circle of that staid grimace 

Has wheeled your weary dimples into place 
Our little Chloe (mark the nimble fiend) 


Has raised a laugh against her bosom friend, 
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Melted a Marquis, mollified a Jew, 

Kissed every member of the Eton crew, 
Ogled a Bishop, quizzed an aged peer, 

Has danced a tango and has dropped a tear. 
Fresh from the schoolroom, pink and plump and pert, 
Bedizened, bouncing, artful and alert, 

No victim she of vapours or of moods, 
Though the sky fall, she’s ‘ready with the goods’, 
Will suit each client, tickle every taste, 
Polite or gothic, libertine or chaste, 

Supply a waspish tongue, a waspish waist, 
Astarte’s breast or Atalanta’s leg, 

Love ready made or glamour off a peg. 

Do you prefer a thing of dew and air? 

Or is your taste Poppaea or Polair? 

The crystal casket of a maiden’s dreams, 

Or the last fancy in cosmetic creams? 

The dark and tender or the fierce and bright, 
Youth’s rosy blush or Passion’s pearly bite? 
You hardly know perhaps; but Chloe knows 
And pours you out the necessary dose, 
Meticulously measuring to scale 

The cup of Circe or the Holy Grail: 

An actress she, at home in every role, 

Can flout or flatter, bully or cajole, 


And on occasion by a stretch of art 
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Can even speak the language of the heart, 
Can lisp and sigh and make confused replies 
With baby lips and complicated eyes, 
Indifferently apt to weep or wink, 

Primly pursue, provocatively shrink, 

Brazen or bashful, as the case require, 

Coax the faint baron, curb the bold esquire. 
Deride restraint, but deprecate desire 
Unbridled yet unloving, loose but limp, 


Voluptuary, virgin, prude and pimp. 
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The Coffee Song as sung by Frank Sinatra 


Way down among Brazilians, 
Coffee beans grow by the billions, 
So they've got to find those extra cups to fill. 


They've got an awful lot of coffee in Brazil. 


You can't get cherry soda, 
'Cause they've got to fill that quota, 
And the way things are I'll bet they never will. 


They've got a zillion tons of coffee in Brazil. 


No tea or tomato juice, 
You'll see no potato juice, 


The planters down in Santos all say "No, no, no!" 


The politician's daughter, 
Was accused of drinking water, 
And was fined a great big fifty dollar bill. 


They've got an awful lot of coffee in Brazil. 


You date a girl and find out later, 
She smells just like a percolator 
„Her perfume was made right on the grill. 


Why they could percolate the ocean in Brazil. 
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And when their ham and eggs need savor, 
Coffee ketchup gives 'em flavor, 

Coffee pickles way outsell the dill. 

Why they put coffee in the coffee in Brazil. 


No tea or tomato juice, 
You'll see no potato juice, 


The planters down in Santos all say "No, no, no!" 


So you lead to the local color, 
Serving coffee with a cruller, 
Dunking doesn't take a lot of skill. 
They've got an awful lot of coffee, 
An awful lot of coffee, 


Man, they got a gang of coffee in Brazil! 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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Funebrulicular Corner by Wieland Herzfelde (1916) 


I wish I wanted 

There's my aunt sitting 

Since Ephraim swallowed the piggy bank 
Wander - ayayay - 

Out there and do not pay taxes. 

Wirt bathed in sweat massages his ass 
With application! 

Safte vita rati route sqa momofantieja, 
What are you crying, old woman? 
Oelisante is dead! Oelisante is dead! 
Cielosantodiosmocrucifixiosrrachoschockmiseriaextrema! 


I still owed fifteen and fifty cents. 
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After the Cabaret Voltaire by Emmy Hennings 


I'm going home early in the morning. 

The clock strikes five, it is already day, 

But the light is still on at the hotel. 

The cabaret has finally closed. 

In a corner children curl up, 

The workers are already going to the market 
The church goes silent and old. 

From the tower ring the bells, 

And a whore with wild curls 

It still wanders there, out of date and freezing. 
Love me purely for all my sins. 


Look, I've been up more than one night. 
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Oh! by Georges Ribemont-Dessaignes 


He put his hat on the ground and filled it with dirt. 

And he sowed a tear with his finger. 

A great geranium came up, so big. 

Inside the foliage matured an indefinite number of pumpkins 
He opened a mouth full of gold-crowned teeth and said, 

I Greek! 

He shook the branches of Babylon's willow that refreshed the air. 
And his pregnant wife, through the skin of her belly, 

He showed the child a crescent moon born dead 

He put on his head the hat imported from Germany. 

The woman aborted Mozart, 

While passing in an armored car 

A harpist, 

And in the middle of the sky, pigeons, 


Mexican doves ate canarides. 
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Prolonged Lips by Francis Picabia 


On the mouth of hashish 
On the neck of the bed 
Cut to the buttonhole 
Double whispered effect 
I have seen 

The onion soup 

Burst like a gong 


Great discount 
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To Ana Flor by Kurt Schwitters 


Oh, you, beloved of my 27 senses, I love you! 

You, from you, you, I, you, you, me - - - us? 

This, by the way, is not the place. 

Who are you, countless slut, are you, are you? 

People say you would be. 

Let them talk, they do not know how the bell tower stands. 
You wear your hat on your feet and walk on your hands, 
On the hands you walk. 

Hello, Your red dresses, sawn in white folds, 

Red I love you Ana Flor, red I love you. 

You, from you, you, I, you, you, me - - - us? 

Its place is, by the way, on the cold embers. 


Ana Flor, red Ana Flor, what do people say? 


COMPETITION: 


1.) Ana Flor has a bird. 
2.) Ana Flor is red. 
3.) What color is the bird. 


Red is the color of your yellow hair, 
Red is the color of your green bird. 
You, simple girl in everyday clothes, 


You, dear green animal, I love you! 
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You, from you, you, I, you, you, me - - - us? 
His place, by the way, is - - - in the brazier. 
Ana Flor, Ana, A - - - N- - -A! 

I open your name drop by drop. 

Your name drips like soft tallow. 

You know, Ana, you know already, 

Which can also be read from behind? 

And you, you, the most wonderful of all, 


You are behind as before: 
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Read Shakespeare by Walter Serner 


Read Shakespeare 


Boy was I a real idiot! 


But read Francis Picabia 


Leads to Ribemont-Dessaignes 


Read Tristan Tzara! 


And you will not read any more. 
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Easements by Philippe Soupault 


It was night yesterday 

But the light ads sing 

Trees are stretched 

The wax statue of the hairdresser smiles at me 
Forbidden to spit 

No smoking 

Sunshine in your hands you told me 
There are fourteen 

I invented unknown streets 

New continents bloom 

The newspapers will be leaving tomorrow 
Beware of paint 


Ill walk naked with my cane in my hand. 
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Plain by Richard Huelsenbeck 


Cinnabar timbal pork bladder raw raw raw 

Theosophia pneumatica 

The great spiritual art = poème bruitiste interpreted 

For the first time by Richard Hiielsenbeck DaDa 

O o birribán birribán the ox turns without stopping or 

Drilling work for pieces of light mortar mines 7.6 cm. Chauceur 
Percentage soda calc. 98/100% 

Dog sample damo birridamo holla di funghi quella di mango damai da 
Give it to me, damo 

Brrs pffi commencer Abrr Kpppi commence principle principle 
I have faith in the house asked 

work 

work 

Bra bra bra bra bra bra bra bra bra 


Sokobauno sokobauno. 
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Canadian Poems 
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Two Short Poems by Isabel Ecclestone Mackay 


The Mother 


Last night he lay within my arm, 
So small, so warm, a mystery 
To which God only held the key — 


But mine to keep from fear and harm! 


Ah! He was all my own, last night. 
With soft, persuasive, baby eyes, 
So wondering and yet so wise, 


And hands that held my finger tight. 


Why was it that he could not stay — 
Too rare a gift? Yet who could hold 
A treasure with securer fold 


Then I, to whom love taught the way? 


As with a flood of golden light 

The first sun tipped earth’s golden rim. 
So all my world grew bright with him 
And with his going fell the night— 


0 God, is there an angel arm 


More strong, more tender than the rest ? 


Poetic Voice Volume 7 Spring 2022 


Page 49 


Lay Thou my baby on his breast, 


To keep him safe from fear and harm! 


Out of Babylon 


Their looks for me are bitter, 
And bitter is their word — 
1 may not glance behind unseen, 


I may not sigh unheard! 


So fare we forth from Babylon, 
Along the road of stone; 
And none looks back to Babylon 


Save I—save I alone ! 


My mother's eyes are glory-filled, 
Save when they fall on me; 

The shining of my father's face 

I tremble when I see. 

For they were slaves in Babylon, 
And now they're walking fre 

They leave their chains in Babylon, 


I bear my chains with me! 


At night a sound of singing 


The vast encampment fills; ' 
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Jerusalem ! Jerusalem !' 


It sweeps the nearing hills — 


But no one sings of Babylon, — 
Their home of yesterday — 
And no one prays for Babylon, 
And I dare not pray! 


Last night the Prophet saw me, 
And while he held me there 
The holy fire within his eyes 


Burned all my secret bare. 


"What! Sigh you so for Babylon?’ 
(I turned away my face) 
‘Here’s one who turns to Babylon, 


Heart-traitor to her race!" 


I follow and I follow. 
My heart upon the rack" 
I follow to Jerusalem — 


The long road stretches back 


To Babylon, to Babylon! 
And every step I take 
Bears farther off from Babylon 
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A heart that cannot break! 
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Two Short Poems by Katherine Hale 


In the Trenches 


(Christmas, 1914) 


War gods have descended: 
The world burns up in fine! 
Warm your hands at the trench's fire, 


Dear lad o' mine. 


Bullets cease this Christmas night, 
Only songs are heard. 

If you feel a phantom step, 

T’was my heart that stirred. 


If you see a dreamy light, 
'Tis the Christ-Child's eyes; 
I believe he watches us. 


Wonderful and wise. 


Let us keep our Christmas night 
In the camp-light shine; 
Warm your hands at the trench's fire — 


They still hold mine 
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I Used to Wear a Gown of Green 


I used to wear a gown of green 
And sing a song to May, 
When apple blossoms starred the stream 


And Spring came up the way. 


I used to run along with Love 
By lanes the world forgets. 
To find in an enchanted wood 


The first frail violets. 


And ever 'mid the fairy blooms 
And murmur of the stream, 

We used to hear the pipes of Pan 
Call softly through our dream. 


But now, in outcry vast, that tune 
Fades like some little star 
Lost in an anguished judgment day 


And scarlet flames of war. 


What can it mean that Spring returns 
And purple violets bloom. 
Save that some gypsy flower may stray 


Beside his nameless tomb! 
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To pagan Earth her gown of green, 
Her elfin song to May — 
With all my soul I must go on 


Into the scarlet. 
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A collection of fine literature, poetry and magazine titles 


Obelisk Press 


Lancouver 


Over one hundred titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Historical Poems 
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O Mistress Mine by William Shakespeare 


O Mistress mine, where are you roaming? 
O, stay and hear! your true love’s coming, 
That can sing both high and low: 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting; Journeys end in lovers meeting, 


Every wise man’s son doth know. 


What is love? ’tis not hereafter; 

Present mirth hath present laughter; 
What’s to come is still unsure: 

In delay there lies no plenty; 

Then come kiss me, sweet-and-twenty! 


Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 
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Kubla Khan by Samuel Taylor Coleridge 


In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree: 
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 
Down to a sunless sea. 
So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girdled round 
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills 
Where blossom’d many an incense-bearing tree; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 


Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 


But O, that deep romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover! 

A savage place! as holy and enchanted 

As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 

By woman wailing for her demon-lover! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething. 
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 
A mighty fountain momently was forced; 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail: 


And ’mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
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It flung up momently the sacred river. 

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 
Then reach’d the caverns measureless to man. 
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean: 

And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 


Ancestral voices prophesying war! 


The shadow of the dome of pleasure 
Floated midway on the waves; 
Where was heard the mingled measure 
From the fountain and the caves. 
It was a miracle of rare device, 


A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice! 


A damsel with a dulcimer 

In a vision once I saw: 

It was an Abyssinian maid, 

And on her dulcimer she play’d, 
Singing of Mount Abora. 

Could I revive within me, 

Her symphony and song, 

To such a deep delight 'twould win me, 
That with music loud and long, 

I would build that dome in air, 


That sunny dome! those caves of ice! 
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And all who heard should see them there, 
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 

His flashing eyes, his floating hair! 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 

And close your eyes with holy dread, 
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradise. 
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Le Bestiaire par Guillaume Apollinaire 


Orphée 
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Admirez le pouvoir insigne 
Et la noblesse de la ligne : 
Elle est la voix que la lumière fit entendre 


Et dont parle Hermès Trismégiste en son Pimandre. 


Admire the badge of power 
And the nobility of the line: 
She is the voice that the light made heard 


And of which Hermes Trismegistus speaks in his Pimandre. 
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La Tortue 
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Du Thrace magique, 6 délire! 
Mes doigts sûrs font sonner la lyre. 
Les animaux passent aux sons 


De ma tortue, de mes chansons. 


Magical Thrace, O delirium! 
My sure fingers sound the lyre. 
Animals stop to listen to the sounds 


Of my turtle lyre and of my songs. 
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Le Cheval 
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Mes durs réves formels sauront te chevaucher, 
Mon destin au char d'or sera ton beau cocher 
Qui pour rénes tiendra tendus a frénésie, 


Mes vers, les parangons de toute poésie. 


In my deepest dreams I will know how to ride you, 
My destiny in the gold chariot will be your wonderful coachman 
Who will hold your reins stretched to frenzy, 


My verses, the paragons of all poetry. 
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La Chèvre du Thibet 
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Les poils de cette chèvre et méme 
Ceux d'or pour qui prit tant de peine 
Jason, ne valent rien au prix 


Des cheveux dont je suis épris. 


The hair of this goat, and even 
that of gold for which Jason made such an effort, 
is worth nothing when compared to the value 


of the hair with which I am in love. 
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Tu t'acharnes sur la beauté. 
Et quelles femmes ont été 
Victimes de ta cruauté! 
Ève, Eurydice, Cléopàtre; 


J'en connais encor trois ou quatre. 


You are obsessed with beauty. 
And what women have been 
Victims of your cruelty! 
Eve, Eurydice, Cleopatra; 

I still know three or four of them. 
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Le Chat 
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Je souhaite dans ma maison: 
Une femme ayant sa raison, 
Un chat passant parmi les livres, 
Des amis en toute saison 


Sans les quels je ne peux pas vivre. 


I wish in my house: 
A woman having her reason, 
A cat passing among the books, 
Friends in all seasons 


Without which I cannot live. 
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Le Lion 
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O lion, malheureuse image 
Des rois chus lamentablement, 
Tu ne sais maintenant qu'en cage 


A Hambourg, chez les Allemands. 


O lion, unhappy image 
Such a sad fallen kings, 
You now only know a cage 


In Hamburg, among the Germans. 
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Ne sois pas lascif et peureux 
Comme le lièvre et l'amoureux. 
Mais que toujours ton cerveau soit 


La hase pleine qui conçoit. 


Don't be lascivious and fearful 
Like the hare and the lover. 
But always let your brain be 


Free to run about. 
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Le Lapin 
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Je connais un autre connin 
Que tout vivant je voudrais prendre. 
Sa garenne est parmi le thym 


Des vallons du pays de Tendre. 


I know another damned animal 
That while alive I would like to take. 
His warren is among the thyme 


Valleys of the land of Tendre. 
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Le Dromadaire 
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Avec ses quatre dromadaires 
Don Pedro d'Alfaroubeira 
Courut le monde et l'admira. 
Il fit ce que je voudrais faire 


Si J'avais quatre dromadaires 


With his four dromedaries 
Don Pedro of Alfaroubeira 
wandered throughout the world and admired it. 
He did what I would wish to do 


if I had four dromedaries. 
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La Souris 
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Belles journées, souris du temps, 
Vous rongez peu à peu ma vie. 
Dieu! Je vais avoir vingt-huit ans, 


Et mal vécus, à mon envie. 


Beautiful days, mice of time, 
You are eating away at my life little by little. 
God! I'm going to be twenty-eight ... 
Having badly lived but to my liking. 
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L' Éléphant 
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Comme un éléphant son ivoire, 
J'ai en bouche un bien précieux. 
Pourpre mort!... J'achète ma gloire 


Au prix des mots mélodieux. 


Like an elephant its ivory, 
I have a precious good in my mouth. 
Purple dead!... I buy my glory 


At the cost of melodious words. 
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Orphée 
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Regardez cette troupe infecte 
Aux mille pattes, au cent yeux: 
Rotifères, cirons, insectes 
Et microbes plus merveilleux 
Que les sept merveilles du monde 


Et le palais de Rosemonde! 


Look at this revolting troupe 
With a thousand legs, a hundred eyes: 
Rotifers, mites, insects 
And more wonderful microbes 
Like the seven wonders of the world 


And the Rosemonde Palace! 
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La Chenille 
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Le travail mène à la richesse. 
Pauvres poètes, travaillons! 
La chenille en peinant sans cesse 


Devient le riche papillon. 


Work leads to wealth. 
Poor poets, let's work! 
The caterpillar toiling incessantly 


Become the rich butterfly. 
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La Mouche 


Nos mouches savent des chansons 
Que leur apprirent en Norvège 
Les mouches ganiques qui sont 


Les divinités de la neige. 


Our flies know songs 
What did they learn in Norway 
Ganic flies that are 


Snow deities. 
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La Puce 
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Puces, amis, amantes méme, 
Qu'ils sont cruels ceux qui nous aiment! 
Tout notre sang coule pour eux. 


Les bien-aimés sont malheureux. 


Fleas, friends, even lovers, 
How cruel are those who love us! 
All our blood flows for them. 


Beloveds are unhappy. 
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La Sauterelle 
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Voici la fine sauterelle, 
La nourriture de saint Jean. 
Puissent mes vers étre comme elle, 


Le régal des meilleures gens. 


Here is the fragile grasshopper, 
the nourishment of Saint John. 
May my verses be like it: 


a treat for the very best people. 
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Que ton coeur soit l'appàt et le ciel, la piscine! 
Car, pécheur, quel poisson d'eau douce ou bien marine 
Egale-t-il, et par la forme et la saveur, 


Ce beau poisson divin qu'est JESUS, Mon sauveur? 
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Le Dauphin 
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Dauphins, vous jouez dans la mer, 


Mais le flot est toujours amer. 
Parfois, ma joie éclate-t-elle? 


La vie est encore cruelle 


Dolphins, you play in the sea, 
yet the waves are still bitter. 
Does my joy ever burst out? 


Life is still cruel. 
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Le Poulpe 
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Jetant son encre vers les cieux, 
Sugant le sang de ce qu'il aime 
Et le trouvant délicieux, 


Ce monstre inhumain, c'est moi-méme 


Throwing his ink to the skies, 
sucking the blood of what he loves 
And finding it delicious, 


This inhuman monster is myself. 
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La Méduse 
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Méduses, malheureuses tétes 
Aux chevelures violettes 
Vous vous plaisez dans les tempétes, 


Et je m'y plais comme vous faites. 


Jellyfish, unfortunate heads 
With purple hair 
You delight in storms, 


And I like it ... like you do. 
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L' Ecrevisse 
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Incertitude, 6 mes délices 
Vous et moi nous nous en allons 
Comme s'en vont les écrevisses, 


A reculons, a reculons. 


Uncertainty, Oh my delicacies 
you and I, we move about 
as crayfish move about 


backwards, backwards. 
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Dans vos viviers, dans vos étangs, 
Carpes, que vous vivez longtemps! 
Est-ce que la mort vous oublie, 


Poissons de la mélancolie. 


In your moats, in your ponds, 
carp, how long you live! 
Has death forgotten you, 


fish of melancholy? 
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La femelle de l'alcyon, 
L'Amour, les volantes Sirènes, 
Savent de mortelles chansons 
Dangereuses et inhumaines. 
N'oyez pas ces oiseaux maudits, 


Mais les Anges du paradis. 


The female of the Halcyon, 
Love, the flying Sirens, 
know deadly songs 
Dangerous and inhuman. 
Don't listen to those cursed birds, 


Instead listen to the Angels of Heaven. 
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Saché-je d'où provient, 
Sirènes, votre ennui 
Quand vous vous lamentez, au large, dans la nuit? 
Mer, je suis comme toi, plein de voix machinées 


Et mes vaisseaux chantants se nomment les années. 


Do I know where it comes from, 
Sirens, your boredom 
When you lament, off, in the night? 
Sea, I'm like you, full of engineered voices 


And my singing vessels are called years. 
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La Colombe 
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Colombe, l'amour et l'esprit 
Qui engendrates Jésus-Christ, 
Comme vous j'aime une Marie. 


Qu'avec elle je me marie. 


Dove, love and the spirit 
Who fathered Jesus Christ, 
Like you, I love a Mary. 
That I will to marry her. 
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En faisant la roue, cet oiseau, 
Dont le pennage traîne à terre, 
Apparaît encore plus beau, 


Mais se découvre le derrière. 


Cartwheeling, this Peacock, 
Whose plumage drags on the ground, 
Appears even more beautiful, 


But I discover what's behind its feathers. 
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Le Hibou 
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Mon pauvre coeur est un hibou 
' ' ^ ' 
Qu'on cloue, qu'on décloue, qu'on recloue. 
De sang, d'ardeur, il est à bout. 


Tous ceux qui m'aiment, je les loue. 


My poor heart is an owl 
My heart opens, it unlock, then relocks. 
Such blood, ardor, my poor heart is exhausted. 


All those who love me, I praise them. 
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Oui, j'irai dans l'ombre terreuse 
Ò mort certaine, ainsi soit-il! 
Latin mortel, parole affreuse, 


Ibis, oiseau des bords du Nil. 


Yes, I will go in the earthy shadow 
O certain death, so be it! 
Deadly Latin, awful speech, 
Ibis, bird of the banks of the Nile. 
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Le Boeuf 
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Ce chérubin dit la louange 
Du paradis, où, près des anges, 
Nous revivrons, mes chers amis, 


Quand le bon Dieu l'aura permis. 


This cherub speaks praise 
From paradise, where, near the angels, 
We will live again, my dear friends, 


When the good Lord allows it. 
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Poetry by Guillaume Apollinaire 
Le Bestiaire ou Courtège d'Orphée, Paris, 1911 


Wood Block Prints by Dufy Raoul (1877-1953) 
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Affiliated Publishing Houses 


Atelier Press 
Obelisk Press 
Pythagoras Publishing 


Over 300 titles to choose from 


Magazines by Obelisk Press 


Le Minotaur 
Pen & Pencil Magazine 
Poetic Voice Magazine 
Art & Eros Magazine 
L’Espionage Magazine 
Dada Magazine 
Genius Magazine 


Neos et Le Surealisme 
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Obelisk Press 


Vancouver 
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